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Summary: It took more than four-hundred resets, each lasting almost a 
week, for Frisk to achieve her Happiest Ending. Now, the Monsters 
have left the Underground, and she is their ambassador to humanity. 
How will that role change as time goes on? How will Frisk, and those 
she cares for, change through time? And how will everyone react as 
Frisk's past reaches out to drag her back? 


1. Prologue: Rebirth of a Dreemurr 
**WARNING! ** 

**THE FOLLOWING STORY CONTAINS SPOILERS REGARDING THE PACIFIST AND 
TRUE PACIFIST PLAYTHROUGHS OF THE GAME 'UNDERTALE.' IF YOU HAVE NOT 
YET COMPLETED THE GAME ON THOSE TWO PLAYTHROUGHS, PLEASE STOP READING 
NOW AND GO PLAY THEM THROUGH. OTHERWISE, PLEASE ENJOY!** 

The world warped, smeared, and tore around the child, reality 
shrieking as it came apart once again. It had taken them so long to 
get to this point, they reflected with something of a wry smile. How 
many times had they watched that sunset come apart under the effects 
of a reset, seen the brief expressions of alarm on their friends' 
faces before they vanished as well, the world becoming a smear of 
colors that ultimately all faded to black once again? How many times 
had their eyes opened to gaze up at the circular entrance into the 
Underground, the hole they had fallen from, shining down on the 
flowers that had broken their fall? 

Too many times was one answer they came up with; too many times had 
they seen this view again, the soreness all over their body of having 
fallen too far. Too many times had they sat up, their 

* *Determinat ion* * driving them onward even as a growing part of their 
mind told them how fruitless, how utterly useless it was going to be 
to keep trying because there was no solution to the problem they kept 
trying to solve. But now they were finally able to awaken on that 
carpet of golden flowers, turn their eyes towards the hole in the 



ceiling, and grin fiercely. It had taken so very long, they thought, 
but they had finally done it... With help. A lot of help. 

Climbing to their feet, they patted themselves free of the petals 
that clung to them, then took a long, deep breath. Their hand rose to 
their chest, clutching at the fabric of their baggy sweater, where 
she felt her heart beating powerfully, full of life and energy. Then 
they turned their eyes to the path into the ruins, 

* *Determinat ion* *turning the butterflies in her stomach into 
confidence. Things had been hard until now, they knew that well. But 
this was going to be their last reset, their last time in the ruins 
with the Monsters locked within. They took a breath, one last 
steadying of nerves, and stepped forward onto their path... 

The door rumbled closed behind them, but didn't slam shut. Snow 
crunched underfoot, crushed by their boots. A chill ran through their 
body as the snowy wind picked up, and out of the corner of their eye, 
they saw the camera that Alphys had always watched. Smiling, they 
waved towards it. As if on cue, a heavy weight settled onto their 
shoulders, a faintly berry-like scent surrounding them. Jumping a bit 
in surprise, they turned, coming face-to-face with Sans the skeleton. 
"Hey, kiddo, " he said, his trademark grin in place. "So this is it, 
huh?" 

It had taken a long time for them to change, taken almost a hundred 
resets before they dared. But that had been so very long ago. Now, it 
was second nature. Smiling, they stepped forward and wrapped their 
arms around Sans ' s shoulders. "This is it," they said, their voice 
clear as crystal in the snowy forest air. "Thank you for everything 
so far. Sans . " 

"It was the least I could do, kid," He said, ruffling their hair 
playfully. "After all, you broke us all free, what, three hundred 
times? Four? I mean, sure, most of that was because we couldn't just 
sit and try and figure this out without breaking us out, but you 
still did it. I don't even want to think of how many times you, 
y'know... Died doin' it. With you workin' that hard... Well, I just 
couldn't bring myself to not care anymore. So, you got it all taken 
care of?" 

Frisk nodded, turning their gaze to the path they had to take. To 
Papyrus, the first of their friends outside the ruins, then onward to 
all the other places, as well. All the other friends that awaited 
them. Would any of them have any inkling of how important this time 
was, this reset above all the others? Did they have any idea that, 
finally, all their years of being trapped and locked away would be 
over, for good? They couldn't, and yet since that first trip back, 
they had remembered parts, bits and pieces... And Sans had remembered 
everything. And he most certainly hadn't been happy to learn that 
Frisk had been why he couldn't enjoy that happy ending. 

But ultimately, he had understood. Some eight or nine resets later, 
yes, but he'd understood. And he'd finally offered to help. And now, 
so many resets later, they stood at the exit from the Ruins, giving 
Alphys one hell of an unusual show. "You don't have to hide that you 
know me anymore?" Frisk asked after a few moments, slipping their 
arms through the sleeves of the jacket he'd settled onto their 
shoulders. To their surprise, it fit really well; it was blue, just 
like his own jacket, but was cut for a smaller build. The hood had 
white fur lining it, and if they had to guess, that fur was from the 



Annoying Dog. It was warm, remarkably so, and it was also new; never 
had they been given something for the cold before. 


"Nah, " he said with a shrug, glancing at the camera. "After all, we 
started bringing Alphys into things these last few dozen resets so we 
could use her lab. If I'm here, she knows things are serious enough 
that she should watch carefully. Ah, by the way, Alphys! I'll stop by 
after me 'n the human here visit Grillby's, alright? So for now, 
let's, ah, keep Undyne out of things, okay?" There wasn't a response, 
of course, but Frisk couldn't help but wonder how the scientist was 
reacting, all the way over in Hotland. Then they nodded, looking at 
Sans. "Shouldn't we meet up with your brother again? You know, make 
sure things work out the right way?" 

"We will," Sans assured them, patting their shoulder. "But you got 
out early this time; almost an hour ahead of time. Grillbz is the 
only one there right now, and he promised to keep the doors locked 
until we've had breakfast. Told him it was vital to the Monsters 
leaving the Underground once and for all. Which isn't a lie; remember 
when you just forgot to eat, and almost passed out fighting Flowey? 
Y'gotta eat well, kid." 

"I remember," they said with a shiver; it had been a very, very 
unpleasant experience. "Well, if we have the time, I guess we can eat 
something. But what are we going to eat?" They turned their curious 
gaze on the skeleton, who just shrugged. 

"How about some burg?" He offered. " It's more filling, and after 
all, it'd be terrible if you died this time; we'd have to play 
ketchup all over again." 

Frisk groaned, then reached out and took his hand in their own. 

"Well, I'm not going to complain about a good burger," They said, 
looking him dead in the eye. "After all, you could use a bit of meat 
on your bones . " 

Sans stared back at them for several moments, then laughed aloud and 
stepped forward. They were surrounded in white light for just a 
moment, and when it faded, they were strolling up to the bar of 
Grillby's, the place strange without anyone in it. But it still felt 
oddly comfortable, with Grillby standing behind the counter as he 
always was. "Grillbz! A double order of Burg. Today's a big 
day ! " 

Grillby nodded silently and turned to make his way into the back, 
leaving the pair alone. Both climbed onto a stool to wait, but 
neither spoke for several moments. When the silence was finally 
broken, it was Sans who broke it, his voice almost... Fragile. The 
tone drew Frisk's immediate concern, but they didn't interrupt him as 
he voiced his concern. "So... This is really it, right? I mean... 

It's been so long. It feels like- No, it HAS been years. So many 
times seein' the sun, only to get dragged back down here. And we're 
the only ones who remember. If I hadn't gone with ya into that place 
you go to, that Save room, I'd have forgotten everything with that 
last one. Nah, that ain't true... If you hadn't brought me along, I'd 
have forgotten... But that means you mean it, right? You really mean 
for this to be the last time... Right?" 

The skeleton's uncertainty broke their heart. Turning on their stool, 
they leaned across the intervening space and wrapped their arms 



around him, hugging the startled skeleton as tightly as their little 
body could manage. "I really mean it. Sans," They said, their tone 
soft. "I really, really mean for this to be the last time we have to 
be down here against our wills. When the barrier breaks again, it 
will never go up again. The moment it's gone. I'll save right there, 
and I'll never do a full or True reset ever again. It's almost over. 
Sans . " 

Sans ' s arms went around their body, hugging tight. "Thanks, kid," he 
whispered, pressing his face into their auburn hair. They stayed like 
that until the thud of ceramic on wood drew their attention to 
Grillby's return. They pulled away, both blushing their respective 
colors in embarrassment. Sans held up a ketchup bottle, grinning at 
them. "Want some ketchup?" He offered. 

Smiling in reply, they reached out and took the ketchup from him. 

Then they gave him a look as they tightened down the top before 
squirting some ketchup on their burger and replacing the bun. "Not 
going to catch me with that every time, " they said with a laugh, even 
as Sans gave a shrug and a grin. 

"Had to try. After all, it's almost over. But I'll get ya eventually; 
after all, I've got a real ton of jokes to play on you. A skele-ton 
of 'em." He tossed back his own container of ketchup even as Frisk 
groaned into their burger. When they were finished, the Skeleton 
stood and offered his hand. "C'mon, kid; let's go see Paps." 

Frisk glanced at him, then smiled and took his hand. 

Frisk felt like they were being torn apart, their atoms shredded 
apart one at a time. Rainbow energy flowed around them, shredding at 
their very substance, at their soul. Just as Sans had warned, they 
were fragile up to this very point. Until now, even one light hit had 
been enough to shatter them into a dozen pieces. But now, they could 
feel the heat of this energy surrounding their soul, but as with 
every other time they'd fought this, their greatest foe, their soul 
had refused to be destroyed. And it was reforged, becoming complete 
once again. Once again, parts that had been damaged almost ten full 
resets previously became whole, forged in the heat of their foe's 
strongest attack. Just as the legends told, it was the Angel that 
would shatter the barrier forever. And as if in line with that 
legend, it was the Angel that made them whole once again. 

So many thought that they were the Angel, but they knew differently. 
The Prince, Asriel Dreemurr, was the Angel of the prophecy. They were 
simply the last human, the catalyst for all the events that would 
lead to the freedom of Monsters everywhere. But he would do so by 
sacrificing himself; that was how it had always gone. Perhaps by 
surrendering their own existence. Frisk might give him a life, but 
they had come across another solution before being pushed to 
that . 

Their arms went around the little goat-boy, the Pwqa, and they 

squeezed. "I- I never want to let go," Asriel said sadly. The barrier 

was broken; had they actually missed that? Perhaps; despite the 
finality of this actual moment, they'd experienced it so many times 
that it was almost normal. "Frisk... Just one last thing," he said as 

they separated. "Take care of mom and dad for me, okay?" 

"Take care of them yourself, " Frisk said as Asriel turned to walk 



away. Their hand went to their chest, a bright rainbow light pouring 
out from between their fingers. Asriel turned as Frisk rushed closer, 
a frown on his face. The frown turned to a look of shock as Frisk 
drew back, then lunged forward, slamming the rainbow light into his 
chest. Then the world went white around them... 

Frisk stood on the cliff, listening to the excited chatter of their 
friends around them. But they don't speak; though Sans and Papyrus 
talked about the sun, they stand mute. It was new to most of them, 
but of course, they sometimes forgot Frisk is human. Besides, they've 
heard everything before. So many times, just before so many 
resets . 

They feel tears stinging their eyes. They'd never cried here before; 
They'd always smiled just like they did the first time, so happy to 
see their friends so happy. But now, they were close to tears. But 
not because they were sad, no. They'd never been this relieved, this 
happy for something to finally, finally be over. They wondered how 
many times they'd stood here, listening to all this talk, their hand 
hovering over the reset button. They wondered how many times, after 
those first few, that Sans watched them, sad but understanding. They 
wondered how long they'd been down there. What was seven days 
multiplied by four-hundred weeks? 

They couldn't help themselves, the tears slipping down their cheeks. 
It was finally over, they find themselves thinking. They'd saved 
everyone they could. Finally, they'd saved everyone; their 
Determination paid off. It had taken so very, very long, so many 
tries. But they weren't going to leave even a single monster behind. 
Even one who had put them through everything he had. 

They felt him come out of the underground behind them, feeling the 
resonance, but they don't turn. The others don't know, nobody but 
Sans; after all, they'd finally gained the way to save him last 
reset. The monsters didn't remember that they were missing little 
pieces of their souls. Sans remembered; they saw the moment he 
realized He was behind them all. But he didn't turn. Papyrus ran off, 
and Sans walked away in the opposite direction, doing as he did and 
watching from elsewhere. Undyne and Alphys rushed off, apparently 
without realizing that the group had gained another member. It was 
just Frisk, Toriel, Asgore, and Him. Asgore turned to Frisk, about to 
make the offer, but he stopped when he saw their tears. Toriel ' s body 
was hiding Him from him. 

"Human- Frisk... What is wrong?" 

It would have been only a matter of a few seconds before Toriel 
realized something was up. But His hand found their shoulder first; 
warm and soft, just like the many, many times they've hugged him. 
Frisk turned towards the King and Queen, then past them, looking 
behind them. He was standing there, a little smile on his 
face . 

"Frisk, we're all here now. Don't you have anything better to do?" 

But he had tears in his eyes, too. Toriel spun in place at his voice, 
Asgore staggering to the side to see him. Frisk tried to muster a 
smile for him, but they couldn't. Instead, they lunged forward, and 
for once, he was the one comforting them. They clung to him and 
sobbed, even as His parents encircled him, crying 
themselves . 



Clinging and crying, they weren't even really sure he would hear them 
over everything else happening, but they spoke anyway, their voice a 
choked whisper. "Welcome home, Asriel, " They said, unable to do more 
than hope he heard them. They felt him squeeze just a bit tighter, 
heard his voice whisper near their ear. 

"Welcome home. Frisk." 

He'd heard them. 

A/N: Hey everyone! Yeah, I've been gone for a looong time. But I'm 
back, and hopefully, this little bit of writing is enough of a 
temptation to get some people interested in the story! Honestly, this 
story is going to continue whether I post updates to it or not; you 
see, this story is actually meant to be a prequel to a story set 
about four years after the ending of Undertale. My intent is to write 
up to about four months prior to that story, then switch over to 
giving you guys that story as a continuation. That being said, I only 
intend to continue posting this while there's any kind of interest. 
Even a handful of views and a comment per chapter is enough to let me 
know there's interest. I honestly hope you all enjoy reading what I 
put out . 

Also, this story may be co-authored by a friend of mine. It's not 
certain, as he's not certain of what he would write about, but if so, 
then we would work out which chapters each would write, and each of 
us would take a character. In my case, anything I write will likely 
center on Frisk, while anything he writes is likely to center on his 
interpretation of a maturing Asriel. However, there's no guarantee 
that this will happen, and if it does, we have no idea of the form 
this story will take through that cooperation 

I have no set timetable on when I'll release more of this story, but 
I'm hoping to put out Chapter One within the week, if work doesn't 
eat me alive in the interim. Ultimately, as I said before, how much I 
actually make public will depend heavily on the interest shown. I'll 
try and put out three or four actual chapters besides this one before 
deciding whether or not to continue, but all I can actually promise 
is Chapter One. In the meanwhile, I hope every one of you has a 
wonderful day, and I look forward to any feedback you guys and girls 
might provide. Take care, stay safe, and above all, **Stay 
Determined ! * * 

-Cookie 


2. Chapter 1: Frisk's New Beginning 

Very few people tended to think past the immediate. The month, the 
week, the day, the hour; when one was fighting for their life, or the 
lives of their loved ones, very few people thought past the immediacy 
to see the long-term. Even after working at something for the 
equivalent of seven years. Frisk was someone who had similarly failed 
to think past the 'immediate' goal of giving Asriel a new soul, of 
giving him a life outside of the underground, and a life outside of 
being an emotionless flower. So when she'd finally stepped onto that 
cliff for the last time, staring at the sunset even as the emotional 
Pwqa family behind her spoke of what had happened, of the hows and 
whys, she'd been overwhelmed once more. Overwhelmed with the 



realization that now, finally, they had the opportunity to see what 
would come next, and overwhelmed with all the possibilities. 


She didn't know how long she'd stood there, her mind spinning with 
options and choices, before that soft hand settled on her shoulder 
again. She'd jumped, forgetting in the flurry of thoughts that she 
wasn't alone, and turned those signature narrowed eyes on Asriel, who 
was staring past her at the sun. "The last time I saw this sky," he 
said softly, his tone distant as he lost himself in memories, "I had 
Chara in my arms. We had- We had a plan to free the Monsters... Just 
one soul to pass the gate, then six more to break it forever. One 
life given willingly, and six from the things that had imprisoned us, 
and our people would finally have real hope again." He turned sad 
eyes on her now, the discs of icy blue seeming too big. "But I 
couldn't do it then... I couldn't." 

"You did it in the end, though, " she said after it was clear he 
wasn't going to keep talking. She smiled, her arm going around his 
shoulders and pulling him against her side. "You were the angel that 
freed your people, Asriel," she said with a soft laugh. "I'm just the 
fallen angel that got you there. C'mon," she added, turning to look 
at the two adults who were watching them as though they were actual 
angels. Maybe they were; Asriel had certainly been dead already, and 
as for Frisk... Well, she'd been dead way, way too many times. 

"Asgore, " she called, making the taller Pwqa jump. "You were going to 
ask me something...?" 

The goat looked confused for several seconds before his expression 
cleared, nodding a little. "Ah, y-yes... I, uh, I was going to ask if 
you would become the ambassador to humanity for us... After all, 
you're human, and-" 

Frisk raised her hand, silencing the king of the Underground with a 
gentle smile. "I understand, I really do." She paused, turning her 
gaze almost invisibly to Toriel. "Mom? Do you think I 
should? " 

Toriel blinked, gazing at the two children for several seconds. When 
she spoke, however, her voice held no hesitation. "I think, my child, 
that if it is what you want to do, then you would be the best person 
to do it." She smiled that gentle smile of hers. 

Frisk breathed a soft sigh, her eyes actually closing for several 
seconds. Then she nodded, and when her eyes opened, they didn't open 
to the slits that they had been in since her fall into the 
Underground. They opened fully, revealing warm, deep 

butterscotch-colored hues. "I'll be your Ambassador, if you think I'm 
good enough, " she said with a little smile, looking between the 
three. "Just so long as you all help me. I couldn't have done any of 
this alone, so I know I can't do this alone." 

She felt Asriel ' s arm go around her shoulder, hugging her against his 
side, even as Toriel and Asgore smiled, their smiles stretching 
almost impossibly wide. They were realizing that suddenly, they had 
their family back. Maybe not the same people; Frisk certainly wasn't 
Chara, and though she'd tried a time or two, she couldn't manage 
Ghana's 'creepy look.' But a family, at least, a family that had been 
broken apart. Maybe, with time, Toriel would find it in her heart to 
forgive Asgore. Then, suddenly, Asriel had her hand wrapped in his 
and was pulling her along. "C'mon, Frisk!" He exclaimed with a laugh. 



"We can't let Papyrus meet the humans first!" 


She laughed as she followed along, the two adults following behind at 
a walk. 

It took almost six months for the Monsters to move out of the 
Underground. They were a hard six months, with everyone pitching in 
to build a little town on the slopes of Mount Ebott . That town had 
grown with astonishing speed; wires leading from the Underground 
ensured that this new home of the Monsters would have power, and by 
the time the last month had ended, the town had grown to a small 
city . 

Toriel was the ruler of the Monsters now, and had even named the 
monster's new home: The city of Hope, the new capital of the Nation 
of Monsters. But while she spent some time as ruler, more often she 
was overseeing the construction and furnishing of Hope's school. 
Asgore helped her when he could, standing next to her as close as 
she'd allow and doing all he could to make things easier on them 
both. Once the school had been built, he'd become the gardener, and 
as though the skeleton had proven prophetic (or otherwise, simply 
very, very tenacious) , he had cut several bushes into the shape of 
Papyrus's head right near the entrance. 

As she walked past one of those bushes. Frisk reached out and brushed 
her fingers across the leaves with a smile. Papyrus had become the 
leader of the Royal Guard after Undyne retired, and by all accounts 
he'd been doing well. Though, without any real threats to Asgore or 
Toriel, it really only meant that he'd been thinking up puzzles for 
children to work through, keeping the youth of the Monsters from 
becoming restless. Sans had been his usual self, taking on a number 
of jobs only to spend much of his time slacking off. 

Frisk looked up as she passed the bush, hearing the familiar patter 

of running feet behind her. She turned, her arm stretching out just 
in time to catch MK ' s yellow form as he tripped over his own feet, 

falling headlong against her arm. She let out a yelp of surprise, the 

sudden weight almost taking her to the ground with him, but she 
managed to retain her footing, and she steadied him onto his own 
feet . 

"Yo, thanks!" He exclaimed, as excitable as ever, bouncing a bit in 
place. "Yo, are you ready for our first day of school on the 
surface?! I can't believe we got such a long break!" He stopped, 
immediately switching onto a new train of thought. "Oh, hey, did you 
hear?! I hear that the queen's going to be one of our teachers! Can 
you believe it?" 

Frisk laughed, patting his back carefully. "It's true," she said 
before motioning towards the front door to the school. There, Toriel 
stood next to the door, that gentle smile of hers on her face as she 
greeted the children entering the school. When she spotted Frisk and 
MK, she waved to them. "She's always wanted to be a teacher," Frisk 
confided in him, giggling softly. "Now she finally gets to do what 
she has always wanted." 

"Yo, that's so cool! C'mon, let's go! I hear Papyrus is going to show 
up later!" And he was off, racing past Toriel and into the school 
beyond. Laughing to herself at his excitement. Frisk made her way 
over to Toriel, her arms going around the older woman's 



waist . 


"Hello, my child, " she greeted Frisk, getting down on one knee to 
give Frisk a big, proper hug. "Are you ready for your first day?" She 
asked, pulling back after a moment to look at Frisk with some 
concern. "I remember you told me you hadn't been to school often. If 
you need any help..." 

"I'll ask," Frisk assured her goat mother, leaning in to kiss her 
furry cheek. "Don't worry; I learned a lot while I was underground. I 
think I can keep up with everyone." She smiled and took a step back, 
looking Toriel over a bit more closely. She was still dressed in her 
royal robes, but she actually wore a crown now, and a digital watch 
sat on her left wrist. She looked... Appropriate, somehow, especially 
with the smudge of flour near her left hip. 

She looked down at herself this time, dressed in clothing that 
actually fit her, compared to the clothing she'd worn when she'd 
fallen into the underground; she wore boots, courtesy of Undyne of 
course, with a pair of shorts over a pair of thick tights to keep her 
warm in the chill mountain air. She had a shirt modeled after the 
sweater she'd worn in the underground, baby blue with violet stripes 
around the torso and the arms. And over it, she wore the jacket she'd 
been given by Sans, the darker blue so reminiscent of the blue jacket 
that Sans had worn. The jacket she'd grown very familiar with over 
the course of their cooperation. 

"You look fine, my child, " Toriel said gently, leaning in to kiss 
Frisk's brow with a smile. "Now go inside, would you? It's only ten 
minutes before school starts." Nodding, Frisk bid her mother farewell 
and made her way inside. 

She'd helped design the building, so she knew where everything was 
pretty much off the top of her head; it had been built quickly, but 
even quickly meant months of helping on the same layout, of walking 
the halls. She didn't need to follow the helpful signs that had been 
put up; her feet carried her through the hallways almost 
instinctively while her mind rolled across other thoughts. 

Mom had actually asked about how Frisk had Saved Asriel, once. At the 
time, she hadn't known how to respond to Toriel ' s question, so she'd 
just shrugged and said "I was determined." But she knew the truth, at 
least part of it; it had taken years, after all. Sans had been the 
one to hit upon the idea of using the Caster Blaster; the way he 
described it, it was a weapon designed by someone named Caster that 
struck the soul, rather than the body. 

If it hit the soul, he wondered, did that mean it could break pieces 
off the soul without breaking the soul as a whole? Like a glancing 
blow chipping pieces off of a large stone, could they direct the 
Blaster shot in just such a way to chip a little piece of the soul 
off? But that idea, at least at first, had proven unusable; Monster 
souls had too little Determination to remain after being chipped from 
the whole. 

It was Frisk who first tried taking a piece of a soul into their own 
body, nourishing it with her own Determination. But even that failed 
at first; her soul simply absorbed the piece into itself, and after 
the reset it was returned to its actual owner. So that was a bust; it 
took so many resets before the idea occurred to Frisk. She remembered 



that conversation, clearly. 


"What if we chipped a piece of _my_ soul off, first? Could we do that 
and keep it in me without the two combining?" 

Sans had looked startled, and immediately suggested bringing Alphys 
in on things. It had taken some tries, but when she finally put her 
mind to the task, she'd found a way. 

"You have way more Determination than any of the other humans," she'd 
said. "So even without a big piece of your soul, I think you could 
live just like normal... Just, without these 'resets' you've told me 
about. But we shouldn't need a big piece to sustain the other pieces. 
The problem is keeping your soul from recombining if they're both in 
you... I don't think we could do it for long. Maybe..." 

It had taken two more resets after that, with Sans saving all their 
research through some method at his home, before Alphys had come up 
with some kind of injection. "This will keep your body from absorbing 
the other soul, but it won't last long. Maybe only a week, with a 
couple days extra at the end." 

"What about the other souls, though?" She'd asked, distraught. "We 
need a full soul for him. If we can't..." 

"We have containers that can hold souls, " Sans had said, sitting 
nearby. "I can hold onto them between Resets. Really, there's only 
two problems. The first is the amount of power needed; if you don't 
want them falling apart once they're in petal-boy, you'll need more 
than just a little piece of your own soul. The soul will have to be 
almost half human to hold all the other little pieces together and 
give 'em a chance to become one big soul." 

"The human Souls," Frisk said abruptly, eyes widening. 

Sans nodded. "We'll see. The other problem is you. Frisk. If we break 
a piece of your soul off, you're going to have a big, big weak point. 
If anything hits that, you'll shatter and reset to your last save 
point. Heh, you'd be like me: only good for one hit." 

Frisk had shrugged. "Then I'll ask the other souls if they can help." 
And so they'd gone, chipping that first piece off of Frisk's soul, 
and tucking it into a jar-like container, and quickly joining it with 
a little piece from Alphys ' s soul, as well. Then, over the course of 
ten resets. Sans and Frisk had gathered pieces from every Monster in 
the underground, little shards and chips that slowly formed half of 
the soul, all sustained by Frisk's Determination. 

They'd only gotten to the Human souls in the last Reset, and Frisk 
had been shocked at how readily they seemed to agree. She'd seen them 
act with the kind of selflessness she'd come to associate with the 
humans who ' d once been their bodies, but she hadn't expected near 
immediate acceptance. The addition of those pieces to the soul in the 
Jar was all it took; the seven pieces of the Human souls fused 
together into a beautiful rainbow of light, the light seeping out of 
the spaces between the other chips and acting like a kind of 
mortar . 

They'd also offered up tiny pieces of themselves to Frisk, though 
she'd refused to ask; as the reset hit, she'd known that they would 



be with her from now on. For now, they acted the same way as they did 
in Asriel ' s soul, holding everything together but not really 
combining it. It would take time, or one heck of a lot of energy, to 
forge them together. 

She knew her own soul would reforge during her last battle with 
Asriel; that final attack he launched at her was more than enough to 
do the work. But she couldn't risk his soul; there was no guarantee 
that the mixture of human and Monster souls would hold together the 
way a mixture of purely human souls would. She couldn't risk forging 
it the same way. So she would hold onto it until the very last 
moment. She'd watched as Sans injected whatever Alphys had made into 
her arm, and had cradled Asriel ' s new soul between her hands, pushing 
it gently into her chest where it would be safe. It had felt so warm, 
buzzing with energy. 

Everything had gone so smoothly at the end that, during the first 
couple of weeks, both she and Sans had been expecting something to go 
wrong. A forced reset by some outside power, or perhaps some 
calamity. But weeks became months, and nothing had gone wrong. 

And now she stood at the doorway to her classroom, staring at it 
without stepping through. She felt so many emotions bubbling in her 
chest, the other souls who were now small parts of her. The light 
blue of Patience, telling her that she need not be in a hurry, that 
things would shake out if she took her time. The orange of Bravery, 
telling her that even though this world was so new and strange to 
her, it had faith that she would face it with a smile. Then came Dark 
Blue, Integrity, that told her that no matter the challenge, she 
wouldn't go against who she was. 

Yellow, Justice, told her that she would be fair, and that she would 
never settle for revenge, which had never solved anything. Purple, 
Perseverance, told her that she wouldn't give up just because things 
got hard, and green Kindness said she would always keep a soft spot 
in her heart, that she would find love without finding LOVE. 

All of those colors, the colors of the rainbow that had burst from 
Asriel during their final battle, the colors of his soul, all blended 
within her. Their voices were whispers, soft and encouraging, but 
within her soul they all formed one color. One color made of all the 
others, one color that shone so clearly from her. The scarlet of 
Determination, a color she shared with Ohara, that very first human 
to fall. A color that she felt she would probably share with Asriel, 
too, who had been the subject of Alphys ' s Determination 
injections . 

Determination filled her now, a determination to move forward, to 
reach for a better future. Butterscotch hues slid open, locking on 
the door before her. She almost felt the hands of the other humans on 
her back, urging her forward with strong voices and encouraging 
words. Taking a long breath, she stepped forward and reached up, 
pushing the door open and striding into the classroom beyond. 

It was a year after the Monsters had emerged. Things had been so 
hectic, but they were finally starting to settle out. It was just 
after the last bell for school, and everyone was chattering 
excitedly. They were talking about what other new things they would 
do in the Human World, everything from walking in an above-ground 
forest to eating at a human chain restaurant. Erisk smiled to herself 



as the left, hefting her backpack onto her shoulder. It was a 
wonderful day out, she thought as she looked outside. The sun was 
shining, the birds were singing, and the flowers were blooming. For 
her part, she thought she was going to go outside, find a sunny 
patch, and just lay down. 

She looked up as one of the few humans to transfer into the school 
lately stepped in, looking distinctly uncomfortable. She blinked, 
taking in his appearance; he looked about her age, and was dressed in 
a black t-shirt and jeans, tennis shoes and a slender little 
backpack. He had short-cut black hair, and when he met her eyes, his 
own were a startling blue color. "H-hey... You're, uh . . . Frisk, 
right? Like... Frisk D-Dreemurr?" 

Frisk blinked slowly again, flicking through the many reactions she 
could have had. "That's me," she said at length, deciding against 
pointing out that she had never been officially 'adopted' by Toriel, 
so technically she didn't have that last name. It's what everyone was 
coming to know her as, and she had spent enough time trying to stem 
the tide without any effect. May as well give in to the inevitable; 
besides, her parents hadn't left her with anything else. Why should 
she keep their name? "Do you need something?" She asked, smiling 
soothingly . 

The boy managed a little smile, then looked around before stepping 
inside and closing the door. "Uh, well, it's just... I moved here a 
couple weeks ago, and..." he stopped, fidgeting in place while he 
tried to think of how he was going to phrase what he wanted to say. 
"M-my parents.. Urn, they said that you must have been some kind of 
monster yourself if you let the Monsters out of the underground, back 
when it first happened, but... I've been wondering what kind of 
person you really are... You know?" 

Frisk blinked, then smiled a little. "You're not in my class," she 
said, glancing around at the empty classroom, "So I guess you don't 
get to see me as much as some others..." She paused, thoughtful. "Why 
don't you start eating with me and my friends?" She suggested after a 
minute, smiling a warm smile. "That way you can find out what I'm 
like yourself, instead of taking my word for it?" 

"U-uh, but..." His words stumbled to silence, clearly startled by the 
suggestion. Then his cheeks turned scarlet. "B-but you're a... You 
know, a girl ... " 

Frisk laughed softly, reaching out to pat his shoulder as she slipped 
past him. "I bet I'm also faster than you," she said, her tone a 
light challenge to the boy. "Don't worry, you won't be the only boy. 
Almost half my friends are boys; you'll have plenty of other boys to 
play with, too." Smiling, she stepped out the door, adjusting the 
straps of her backpack before making her way outside. As she emerged 
into the sunlight, she realized rather abruptly exactly where it was 
she wanted to go. 

She turned her feet onto the path, made sure her backpack was settled 
properly, and took off at a sprint; in the year since they'd emerged 
from the Underground, she'd let her hair grow out, and it now reached 
almost to between her shoulder blades. And now that she was running, 
her hair streamed out behind her, the wind on the side of the 
mountain rather stronger than lower down. She didn't mind the chill 
of the air, or the bite of the wind; it all reminded her she was 



alive. Only the slight unevenness of the ground put her off, and that 
only slightly. She was very, very good at running. 


When she slid to a stop at last, it was at the front door of a 
two-story home. Two mailboxes sat on a single pole, one entirely 
empty, while the other boasted several letters peeking out of its 
mail slot. Rolling her eyes. Frisk stepped over to the full box and 
pulled it open, collecting the some forty letters inside, all 
addressed to one person. Tucking them carefully in her arms, she 
closed the box and walked up to the door, using her elbow to push the 
button . 

It actually only took thirty seconds for the door to fly open, and 
almost immediately, a tall, gangly skeleton wrapped his arms around 
her and hefted her into the air in a ginormous hug. "Nyeh-heh-heh ! " 
he laughed, setting her down inside the living room and closing the 
door behind them. "Frisk! I was just telling Sans we should check on 
you! You haven't been by in a few days, so I was getting worried. 

Wait here, and I, the great Papyrus, shall make you some 
spaghetti ! " 

Frisk managed to keep the momentary terror off her face as Papyrus 
rushed into the kitchen, turning big butterscotch eyes on the other 
person in the room. Sans had changed very, very little since they'd 
come up from the Underground, and that was primarily in the change of 
his slippers from old pink slippers to new pink slippers. Otherwise, 
he looked remarkably unchanged by his time on the surface. He sat up 
as Frisk walked up, dropping the bundle of letters on the table in 
front of him and settling her hands on her hips. "Oh, hey kiddo, " he 
said with his signature grin. "Haven't seen you for a few days. 
Thought you were just bone-weary of visiting." 

Frisk stared at him for several seconds, then picked up one of the 
letters and sent it spinning at him. He blocked it with a laugh, then 
lowered his arm to say something. Grabbing her opportunity, she sent 
another spinning at him, watching it hit him square between the eyes. 
"That's for the bad pun," She said, sticking her tongue out at him. 
When gravity stopped holding onto her, however, she let out a wail of 
dismay and went airborne. "Sans!" 

"What?" He asked innocently, his left eye glowing cerulean as he 
lifted her, wrapped in a layer of that blue energy of his. "I just 
thought you wanted to hang out. I didn't want to let you 
down . " 

Frisk groaned and shook her head, then folded her arms. "I wanted to 
ask you something," she said, her tone serious. Catching the tone, 
the skeleton settled her back onto her feet, then sat up and properly 
faced her, leaning forward to rest his forearms on his 
knees . 

"What's up?" He asked, his expression about as serious as it got for 
the skeleton. 

"Remember when we talked about what to do if Humans never accepted 
Monsters?" She asked, looking around before sighing and sitting on 
the table next to the letters. "What would happen if they tried 
forcing everyone back underground?" 

"I remember," Sans said, frowning just a bit. "You're not 



sayin ' 

"No!" Frisk shook her head strongly, then sighed. "But... I realized 
something. Humans aren't monsters. Or... Well, humans aren't 
Monsters. All the monsters I've met have been naturally gentle at 
heart. Powerful, sometimes violent, but ultimately they were always 
doing what they did for the good of all monsters. But humans... I'll 
never not be a Human, but... So many humans are just so selfish and 
mean. They would rather die than give up. If I ever have to deal with 
people like them, just avoiding them won't be enough. What I did 
Underground won't be enough." 

"You askin' me to train ya, kid?" He asked, eyeing her for several 
moments . 

Frisk stared right back at him, her gaze unflinching. "I know you 
don't want to, but... I feel like you're the strongest of everyone. 
Only Asriel was stronger, and that because he had human souls." She 
smiled a little. "I just want you to teach me how to do what needs to 
be done. I don't ever want to kill anyone... But I think, maybe, you 
can teach me to see what has to be done, and teach me how to do 
it . " 


**That's right, ask the comedian how to fight. Angel knows he's 
taught me a thing or two.** 

"Alright, kid, " Sans said, eyesockets closing as he let out a long 
sigh, missing the moment of shocked confusion on Frisk's face. "I'll 
show ya what I know. But only if you can get Undyne to train ya, too. 
She can teach ya how to fight a normal person. I'll teach ya how to 
fight the people she can't beat." 

He opened his eyes a few moments later, and by then her confusion had 
shifted from the murmer of someone's voice to the fact of what he was 
saying. "W-wait, Undyne?" She asked, remembering quite well the 
stories Papyrus had told about his training with her. "Can I even 
survive something like that?" 

Sans laughed, reaching out to poke her in the stomach. "What's wrong, 
shorty, worried that Undyne'll train the carp out of you? Don't 
worry, she only plays catfish and mouse sometimes." He paused, his 
horrible puns delivered. "And besides that, I think that humans have 
the potential to be a whole lot scarier than any Monster." 

"I don't want to be scary," Frisk said with a frown, folding her arms 
across her stomach to ward off any more skeletal belly-boops. "I just 
want to be able to defeat the people I can't befriend." She sighed, 
eyes closing as she contemplated the offer. She'd gone to Sans 
because of several reasons. For one, she knew he was strong. He was 
super, incredibly strong, though she wasn't sure _how_ she knew that. 
For another, he'd always been... restrained. He played the goof and 
oddball, but during her interactions with him during the resets, he'd 
proven to be far more intelligent and capable than he seemed. 

He'd proven he'd help if he thought it best; if anyone were in a 
place to tell her she didn't need training, it'd be him. But for him 
to suggest not only training, but training under Undyne... "Do you 
really think it's dangerous enough out here that I need to learn from 
both of you?" She asked, watching him curiously. 



He didn't do what he normally did when evading a question; didn't 
lock his smile in place, didn't wave a hand. He stared right back at 
her and nodded. "I could say a whole lot about how dangerous it is 
out here," he said, chuckling humorlessly. "But you already know a 
lot of that, don't ya, kid? So I won't waste your time. I know how 
you get when you're Determined; how long did we spend tryin' to get 
Goat Boy a soul? You'd wear me down one way or another. But I think 
the kind of thing Undyne can teach you ' s the kind of thing you'll 
need more often. She'll give ya more HP, more stamina, and probably 
even more of that agility you've got goin' for you. Probably even 
stack up your magic reserves; you ain't all magic like us Monsters, 
but that means you can run yourself dry without dustin' yourself. 

Then you can use what you gain from her with what you learn from me. 
But it'll hurt, sweetheart. Learnin' from me will hurt a lot." 

"So does dying," Frisk said after a pause. "I'd rather avoid dying if 
I can." She breathed a sigh, then smiled at the skeleton. "Alright, 
fine. I'll talk to Undyne." 

"Then I'll start trainin' you a few weeks after she does," Sans said, 
letting out a breath. How did they do that? "Guess we can stick with 
the easiest bit first; I'll show ya how to take a shortcut." 

"There are no shortcuts in training, dear brother!" Came an 
exclamation that made both Frisk and her skeletal friend leap into 
the air. Frisk turning to look behind her as Papyrus stepped out of 
the kitchen, wearing an apron and chef's hat over his 'battle body.' 
"Frisk, worry not! With the help of I, the Great Papyrus, you will 
come to be the strongest warrior the Royal Guard has ever 
seen ! " 

"Uh, Paps," Sans said, raising a hand. "She's gonna be trained by 
Undyne, y'know? So-" 

"But Undyne has retired!" Papyrus declared, folding his arms. "The 
only way she can train a fighter is through permission of the Royal 
Guard! Thus I, the Great Papyrus, will go speak with Undyne now to 
convince her to come out of retirement, temporarily, to train Frisk! 
With my help, of course. Frisk, I am afraid you will have to wait 
some time longer for that spaghetti! I am sorry, but this takes 
precedence ! Nyeh-heh-heh-heh ! " Turning, the tall skeleton strode out 
of the house without so much as removing his apron, leaving Frisk 
standing next to Sans ' s couch in bemused silence. 

"Did-" Frisk started, before cutting herself off and frowning. "Did 
Papyrus just make himself my trainer?" She finally finished, turning 
a confused look to the shorter skeleton. 

"I think he did," Sans said with a bemused smile. "Better get goin', 
kid; you can wait until tomorrow to start your trainin' with Undyne. 
It's getting late anyway; it'll be dark in a couple hours. Why don't 
ya enjoy what's left, huh? After all, it's a beautiful day. The birds 
are singin', the flowers are bloomin'... On days like this, kids like 
you should be playin' outside." 

Frisk smiled, nodding a little. "I can't really claim to be a kid 
anymore," she said with a wry grin, "not after all those resets. But 
thanks. Sans." She paused, a thought occuring to her. "I know what 
I'll do. Mom healed me, the first few times I reset, and that very 
first time. Before I knew to avoid Flowey, and before I was good 



enough to get to her home without being hit. Maybe she can teach me 
how to use healing magic?" 


Sans laughed, his smile widening. How did Skeletons get bigger 
smiles? "Leave it to you to hit on a good idea, kid. You 'n healing 
magic go together hand-in-hand. It's very you. Go on, then; Undyne 
can't say a thing if Queen Toriel ' s givin' you lessons." 

Frisk smiled, then stepped up and wrapped her arms around Sans ' s 
neck. "Thanks, Sans," she said with a smile. "I'll talk to you later, 
okay? Maybe we can have something from Grillby's!" She turned, waving 
over her shoulder at Sans as she trotted out of the house. Once she 
was out, her smile faded, her expression dimming. _Yeah,_ she 
thought. _I'm glad he agreed... I hope Undyne agrees. I know exactly 
how cruel some humans can be... I'll need every trick I can dig up if 
I'm going to stay free. And stay me._ 

A/N: Ohh, a short first chapter! This is horrible. Cookie! I'm sorry, 
guys, I intended to at least double this length, but I wrote those 
last few lines, and realized that this was a gorgeous place to end 
things . 

Okay, so, a few updates. As it turns out, my friend WILL be writing 
for this story. A Lost Cookie will be our cooperative profile, since 
we've already started the story on it and don't really want to delete 
it and start it on a new profile. So, what does this mean? Well, not 
a lot will change; we'll post as our schedules permit, and hopefully 
we'll manage about a chapter each week. Depending on timing, we may 
even be able to pop out a chapter each each week, which would be 
wonderful! As for you guys, the meaning is even simpler: you'll be 
getting more content in the same amount of time! If you want to 
direct a comment to a particular author, just direct your comment 
either to Cookie, myself, or to to Whisperfen, my fellow writer. We 
should sign off at the end of each chapter as the one who wrote it, 
so there won't be much reason to be uncertain. 

So, I think that's that! I'm really looking forward to walking the 
road this fanfic will take us down with you guys. I hope Chapter One 
was worth the wait! I don't know when Whisperfen will have his 
chapter up, but unless the world explodes, you guys can expect me in 
about a week with the next installation in Frisk's personal walk. 

I'll be trying to put a greater emphasis on her day-to-day routine 
from here on in, but as I've been told, I do day-to-day badly and 
action well. I hope you'll forgive me my inadequacy in the 
slice-of-lif e department, but it's my hope to turn that around during 
the course of writing this. 

And this is getting long. I'll leave it here! See you all in my next 
chapter! Take care, be safe, and most of all. Stay 
Determined ! 

-Cookie 


3. Chapter 2: Asriel ' s Journey 

To stand at the precipice of life and death, to step forward and feel 
an all too familiar hand reach out for yours, and to feel that hand 
held at bay by a force far, far, greater, was an indescribable 
feeling. It was a feeling similar to that of being held by those that 



loved you, the feeling of being surrounded by those closest to your 
heart, except this... this was different. This was not a feeling of 
the heart or mind, it was a feeling of the soul, the feeling of a 
broken mind, body, and being as it was pieced, meticulously, back 
together. It was a feeling the Prince of Monsters savored once the 
tears stopped falling, a feeling he held onto as though it were a 
lifeline in the eye of a storm. 

It was the feeling of the sun on his fur and the wind gently rustling 
his long ears that caught Asriel Dreemurr's attention. His clawed 
feet scuffed across the ground as though driven by a still groggy 
will, the soft sound barely audible over the sound of the wind atop 
the mountain's high plateau. At first he blinked, trying to clear 
away the blurriness of his new, untested, eyes, but no amount of 
curiosity could take his gaze away from the group he saw ahead, its 
number slowly dwindling as they ran off to explore their new world. 
How could he blame them? They'd been trapped in the darkness for so 
long, and now, finally, they could see the sun. 

When only three remained, three he knew all too well, the young 
prince stepped forward, his gentle footfalls not yet enough to shake 
any of the three from their revery. His father. King Asgore Dreemurr, 
stood as tall and impressive as he always had, his crown, cape, and 
trident not seen in the Human world for over a thousand years. Then 
there was his mother, so gentle and kind, and the blue and white 
robes that she had worn for as long as his memory had served. She was 
the power behind the throne, in truth, but his dear, loving, parents 
were not the ones Asriel focused his eyes upon; no, that special 
place of honor was reserved for Her. 

Prince Dreemurr stepped fully from the darkness of the cave and 
gently laid a single hand on her shoulder, the slight start as a 
certain realization dawned on her bringing a quiet smile to the 
prince's face. "The last time I saw this sky," he said softly, his 
tone distant, but no longer wistful, "I had Chara in my arms. We 
had... we had a plan to free the Monsters... Just one soul to pass the 
Gate, then six more to break it down forever. One life willingly 
given... and six from the . . . **creatures** that had imprisoned us for 
so long. Then my people would be free again, they would finally have 
hope again ..." 

Asriel ' s gaze turned dreamlike and morose as he watched the sun's 
brilliant rise over Frisk's shoulder, his hand digging ever so 
lightly into her skin. "I couldn't do it then... I was a cowa-" 

Frisk laid her hand across his, her touch alone enough to draw his 
mind away from such dismal thoughts. "Don't say that, Asriel.", she 
whispered as she turned, finally looking upon the boy she'd tried so 
hard to save, "You're not a coward, you're a prince to your people, 
and you're an angel to boot." Her smile turned wry, a sideways grin 
she'd reserved just for him. "I'm just the fallen angel that helped 
you on your way, yeah?" 

Whatever Asriel ' s thoughts, whatever his response, it was lost in 
those butterscotch eyes and the feeling of weight on his shoulders 
and sides. He hadn't even felt his parents kneel and embrace him, 
their arms wrapping him and Frisk up as though letting go would allow 
them to disappear once more. In truth, even as his mother seconded 
the idea of them both being precious angels, as tears were shed and 
the sun's warmth began to work into Asriel ' s fur, the prince 



registered little more. His steps, his words, all well rehearsed as 
though they'd happened a million times, but this feeling? The feeling 
of embracing Frisk and letting his own tears fall upon her shoulder? 
That... that was too new, as though this was the first time it had 
happened, as though... 

Asriel awoke with a start, the prince sitting bolt upright in bed as 
his wide eyes tried to focus in the darkness. The room was pitch 
black save for a faint shaft of moonlight streaming in through one of 
the old house's peaked windows. Asriel liked the dark, it always 
seemed comforting when the nightmares came to visit, and the 
Underground had always been dark, right? It was only natural then, 
that a monster like him should enjoy the dark of night. 

The prince groaned, a quiet sigh escaping his lips as he swung his 
legs out of bed, and rose with a crack of joints settling, his fur, 
for once, not matted by a cold sweat. It felt like it'd been years 
since he'd slept without some kind of nightmare, but that dream was 
just ... weird . He'd never had anything quite like it before, nothing 
so . . . real . . so tangible. It had been like he was really back on the 
mountainside, watching the sun rise over a world entirely alien to 
his eyes, and Her touch had been just as painfully real. Asriel 
hadn't seen Frisk in... what was it, four years? Five? Time seemed to 
pass in the blink of an eye, only to bear down upon his shoulder when 
he stopped and thought about all he'd missed out on. 

Furred feet padding across wooden floorboards, each toe clacking on 
the old boards, Asriel realized he'd need to trim his claws before 
long, they'd only grown larger since he'd returned from his journey. 
Oh how his mother had squealed in delight to see him walking back 
down the old, familiar paths, how his father's face had wrinkled with 
an aging smile at the sight of his growing son. Despite growing 
older, despite actually feeling time's passage again, Asgore and 
Toriel never once complained of aches, pains, or the cruelty of 
nature. At one time Asriel had wondered why, he'd even asked old 
Grillby and the silent innkeeper's only response had been to write 
out, _"They're proud. Again. on a napkin. That ' d been the first 
time Asriel had shed tears for anyone but his family, Grillby had 
just patted his shoulder and whipped up a batch of fries on the 
house . 

Asriel scoffed quietly at the memory as he ducked into the fridge, 
looking for something, anything, that would sate his late night 
hunger pains. Bologna? Not enough. Pie? Too sweet. Left over 
spaghetti? Not if he wanted to continue living, poor old Papyrus had 
never quite gotten the hang of making his 'famous' noodles. 

Sighing, the Pwqa prince straightened up and looked around the small 
kitchen, eventually settling his gaze on a half-empty box of cereal. 
Hey, his people looked like goats to Humans, right? In that case it 
only made sense that he'd be eating grains. As he sat down at the 
kitchen table, bowl and box held in one hand, the distant sounds of 
movement reached his keen ears. More than likely it was Undyne moving 
about, only she was insane enough to willingly be up so early in the 
morning, but a part of him hoped that she wouldn't come downstairs 
just yet. He'd decided to shack up with the militant captain and 
Alphys when he got back, but the quiet of the early morning was the 
perfect time to fall away into the mists of memory, 'fall' being the 
operative word. Asriel poured his cereal and closed his eyes, the 
last, warm, vestiges of his dreams fading away as his vision seemed 



to turn in on itself and all the wonderful, and terrible, things that 
lay locked within. 

"Asriel, wake up!" A high, all too familiar, voice rang through the 
young prince's head as his eyes shot open and immediately locked on 
Frisk's butterscotch gaze. "Wake up! We're going to be late for 
class!" Blinking blearily, Asriel nodded and half rolled, half fell, 
out of the bed as he scrambled to change out of his pajamas. The 
second he was out of the bed Frisk was already gone, tearing 
downstairs to eat breakfast as though her life depended on it, and 
the prince wasn't very far behind the young ambassador. Life had been 
surprisingly easy going for Asriel ever since Frisk had brought his 
people back, and his soul along with them; easy enough, in fact, that 
he'd mostly fallen into the routine of school, chores, and exploring 
the world around their village. It was a quiet, simple routine that 
allowed him a measure of peace, something that he desired more than 
anything after the nightmare that Frisk had freed him from. He'd not 
retained all of his memories, of course, but he remembered enough to 
know the pain that he'd caused, to feel the anger, fear, and hatred 
that had lingered in the back of his mind like some kind of cancer. 

He didn't remember everything, but he remembered enough to look at 
Frisk with nothing short of eternal gratitude for her actions, a fact 
he tried to remind her of every, single, day. 

An exceedingly quick breakfast, and a tight hug from Toriel, later 
and they were both off, running well ahead of the motherly Pwqa that 
doubled as their teacher. Classes were surprisingly easy, for the 
most part, despite Asriel never having had a strictly formal 
education before, and whatever he couldn't do Frisk helped him with. 
In fact, they made the perfect team. As he'd become more and more a 
part of the Human world, Asriel had come to realize that Frisk looked 
after him as much as she did all the other monsters, and he'd tried 
his very best to do the same for her, not that she ever really needed 
help . 

Frisk was always strong, always Determined, and always, above all, an 
independent soul. She was special in more ways than she ever 
admitted, at least so far as Asriel had ever heard, and that was 
never been more apparent than when she saved him for a second time. 
Classes had been let out for the day and the young prince found 
himself outside, reading beside a human boy, Frederick, that he'd 
come to befriend. Most of the humans were cautious, wary even, but 
they were curious too, and a handful were friendly enough to approach 
people like Asriel or M.K. It was the end of the school year, though, 
and not every human was quite so kind and accepting of those 
different from themselves. A group, three or four other children at 
the most, approached Asriel and Frederick, their leader, Keith, was a 
slightly older boy with sandy red hair and decidedly cunning green 
eyes. Keith had never particularly liked Monsters, he'd made his 
opinions so clear on that matter that Toriel had purposefully 
transferred him to another, all-human, school, but never before had 
he been violent about it. The older boy shoved Frederick off of his, 
and Asriel 's, log perch hard enough that the smaller boy cracked his 
head on the ground and looked up, clearly dazed. Asriel had never 
been amazingly brave, at least he'd never thought so, but the young 
prince stood up to Keith all the same, standing between him and 
Frederick. "Oh, is someone finally gonna get brave?", the older boy 
sneered, making a mock gesture of looking around the yard, "Or is 
mummy around to save you again?" 



Asriel glared, his heart racing and fists tightening. "I won't let 
you hurt him, Keith. Why can't you just leave us alone?" The young 
Pwqa ' s voice was low and surprisingly calm, but it was far from 
steady, his tone cracking just enough to make Keith smile. It was 
cruel expression, one of dominance. 

"You won't _let_ me hurt him?", the boy repeated, making a show of 
being shocked, "What, are you saying I should hurt **you** instead? 
'Cause trust me, I'd like nothing more. Your kind doesn't belong up 
here, with us . " 

Asriel, again, just glared up at the taller boy, his hands unwilling 
to move despite his fighting spirit. He was a gentle soul, a 
compassionate child, not one prone to violence or conflict. Things 
like that were entirely alien to him, one of the many reasons his own 
actions in the Underground left such a stomach churning taste in his 
mouth. He wasn't willing to repeat that, not yet, not without a good 
reason . 

The prince's silence was met by a sneering laugh and muted chuckling 
from the others in Keith's gang. "If you're so tough," the older boy 
jabbed two fingers into Asriel ' s chest as though punctuating his 
point, "why don't you prove it? Show me, _' Prince Dreemurr'_, or keep 
your stinking trap shut like a good little _goat_. " Again he jabbed 
Asriel ' s chest, but Keith's smile faded all too quickly when he 
realized he couldn't pull his hand back. "Wha-" 

Keith never got to finish his sentence thanks to the book bag that 
careened through the air and deflected off of his thick skull, the 
expert throw followed a half-second later by the sound of running 
feet and a voice, a girl's voice, shouting. Asriel was stunned into 
silence, partly by the tempest of thoughts and emotions that wheeled 
through his young mind and partly by what had just happened, but the 
sight of Frisk jogging towards him, Keith and his gang nowhere in 
sight, slowly began dragging his mind back to reality. 

At first her words fell on deaf ears, literally, as she reached for 
Asriel, shook him, and asked him something, eyes wide with concern 
and dilated with adrenaline. When he didn't respond she looked past 
him, reaching down to help Frederick up and dust him off, ensuring 
that there were no real injuries from Keith's hateful antics. 
"Asriel!" Again her words fell on nearly deaf ears, the feeling of 
both Frederick and Frisk shaking Asriel ' s shoulders accompanied by a 
slight ringing as his mind returned to order. "Asriel, are you 
alright ? " 

Finally the prince was able to break his stunned silence, his gaze 
flicking to Frisk's as he muttered a quiet, " I-I ' m . . f ine . . " Frisk's 
eyes never really changed, no matter how many times he repeated 
himself, but she did, eventually, turn her attention away just long 
enough to tell Frederick to go and get Toriel. Asriel knew there 
would be questions, concerns, and that, unfortunately, there very 
little chance of anything coming of the situation. It would be 
chalked up to the 'adjustment period' or 'youthful bad decisions' 
just as it always was, no matter the concern and outrage Frisk and 
Toriel felt. It was not these things, though, that Asriel was 
considering as he watched Frisk's expression change in a thousand 
minute ways, the feeling of her hand tightly clinging to his shoulder 
matched as his own hand drifted to hers. He didn't say anything, 
there was little he could think to say, but he knew he'd seen 



something in her eyes when she'd first attacked Keith. It was 
something more than anger, something his conscious mind had missed 
but his subconscious had latched onto, and it was still there, though 
well hidden, when she turned back around to face him. Asriel hadn't 
known it at the time, he'd been far too young, but, with the passage 
of time, he'd realized that, reflected in Frisk's butterscotch eyes, 
had been the very flames that she'd seen in his eyes, flames that 
he'd since come to call constant companions. 

It was to the feeling of a rough hand affectionately slapping his 
shoulder that Asriel ' s eyes snapped open, his own hand covering his 
left eye just long enough for the violet flames to die away. "Hey 
kiddo, you alright?" It was dark still, the blue glow of the early 
morning sun just barely peeking over the horizon outside, but Asriel 
would've known Undyne's voice anywhere. 

The prince looked up, blinking slowly as though he still wasn't fully 
awake, and nodded quietly. For the gruff captain of the guard to ask 
if he was alright he must've looked mighty sorry for himself, but, 
then, he always did when his mind started to wander into old 
memories. "Hey . . I . . . didn ' t wake you, did I?" 

The shark like guards-woman drew herself a glass of water and hopped 
up on the counter, shaking her head firmly. "Nah, been up for two 
hours already. Bit early for you, ain't it?", she asked with a good 
natured grin, "Never thought I'd see royalty rise 'fore dawn 
cracked . " 

Asriel scoffed and leaned back in his chair, his silver eyes tracing 
over the cereal he'd still not eaten. "Me and dad maybe.. but mom was 
always up early, doesn't she get up before you sometimes?" It was an 
absurd question, but Asriel was just glad to be able to talk to 
Undyne again. It felt like it'd been a long time since he'd 
just . . .talked . 

"Up before me?". Undyne grinned incredulously, "Hardly kid, but she's 
got a reason t' be up early anyways, gotta go teach th ' little ones 
how to put two-and-two together. Seems to me it'd all be a whole lot 
more worth it if she just let me teach 'em a couple things." The 
captain stretched and nonchalantly pulled a blue spear out of thin 
air as if to make her 'point' more tangible, its blue surface roiling 
like a disturbed tide or hurricane's swell. "'Sides, I keep things 
interesting! Always somethin' new to survive or destroy." 

Despite himself, Asriel laughed, a long overdue smile creasing his 
furred muzzle at the thought of Undyne teaching children anything. "I 
think the whole, 'something new to _survive_' , thing is why you don't 
teach kids. Undyne; you know, just a thought." At the sentry's all 
too enthused laugh Asriel, again, smiled, his mind wandering for the 
briefest moment towards how the others must've been doing. He'd not 
spoken to anyone except Undyne and Alphys yet, and he knew that 
Papyrus, if no one else, would never forgive him if he didn't drop by 
at least once. "Thanks, again." The sudden thank-you caught Undyne 
off guard, a black brow rising as Asriel looked up to her from his 
seat. "For letting me stay, I mean. It's been nice to... you know, be 
home . . Again . " 

Undyne almost always wore a smile, unless she was chewing someone 
out, but it became ever so slightly more genuine in return. The 
veteran nodded once, quickly, before hopping down from her perch and 



hooked an arm around Asriel ' s neck, nearly squeezing the life out of 
his throat with her overpowering hug. "Good to have ya back kiddo, 
wasn't quite the same without ' cha . " Mercifully she let go, Asriel ' s 
hand lingering on her arm a moment longer before she slipped out of 
the kitchen to get ready for the day. 

Asriel had only gotten back the day before, his feet and mind equally 
sore from the long path he'd walked, but he knew that, before too 
long, word would get out of his return. Somehow, for some reason, he 
didn't mind the thought like he'd thought he would. 

The Prince had come back home. 

_A/N: Hey all! Name's Whisper and I'll be your copilot with Cookie 
for this roller coaster ride. Hopefully my first submission goes over 
well, I've been writing for a long time but fan fiction is a whole 
new beastie to conquer! My next chapter should be a bit longer, as 
will Cookie's so I hear, so it can only get better from here on 
out ._ 

_See you all in the next one!_ 

_~Whisperf en_ 


4 . Chapter 3 : Buttercup Dreams 

"_What ' s wrong. Comedian?" She asked, her lips spread in a large, 
horrible smile. Her pendant, a little locket of gold in the shape of 
a heart, swung from her neck with every step, pulsing with a sickly 
black energy. Before her stood Sans, staring at her with a single 
flashing eye. His smile was still in place, but it seemed fake, like 
a mask. But then, she'd worn a mask, too, hadn't she? Maybe that was 
how she knew. She shifted her grip on the knife in her hand, laughing 
as her other hand tightened around the small pouch it held. "You've 
been skullking around ever since I played with your brother~" She saw 
his posture shift, knew what it meant. If her grin could grow any 
larger, it would have. "Oh, I know what you want. You want to see him 
again, don't you?"_ 

"_You killed him, didn't you?" He asked, his hand rising to his 
throat, where a tattered crimson scarf was wound about. "Why? Papyrus 
couldn't have hurt a fly, even if he tried. Why ' d you kill him? 

What ' d he ever do to you?"_ 

"_He lived," She said with a shrug. "In this world, it's kill or be 
killed." She noticed the twitch in his expression, laughed. "What, 
didn't you know? I'm the one that pushed that idiot flower onto that 
route. 'Cuz it was fun, something to do." Then she grinned. "But I'll 
tell ya what. I'm a big fan of family reunions. I just had one with 
my brother, after all... So let's have a Skeleton Family Reunion!" 

Her left hand whipped up, the pouch flying. It was a thin little 
thing, so fragile that it broke open as Sans ' s hand flashed up, 
catching it just in front of his face. Silvery powder exploded into a 
cloud that settled onto him._ 

"_W-what? Dust? What's this ab-" He broke off as realization dawned, 
his eyes flicking from his hand to the dust covering him, then up at 
her. "No... This isn't..."_ 



"_What ' s wrong. Comedian?" She asked, her tone cold as the depths of 
space. "Tell your brother how much you missed him."_ 

_His hand seized around the bag, crushing it. "I see how it is. If 
you get past me, it won't end, will it? You'll kill the King, then 
you'll go on to kill every human you can on the surface. You'll kill 
everyone." His hand dropped, and he took a breath. "I can't afford to 
not care anymore. Sorry, old lady; This is why I never make 
promises . 

This is all wrong, _ she thought, feeling the excitement in her body 
even as her guts roiled sickly. _I would never do this... Why..._ But 
she was doing it. She lunged forward, closing the distance between 
them with startling speed. He let her approach, his single eye alive 
with malevolence. He was so weak, she thought. He wasn't even trying 
to move! She raised her hand, raising the knife high. Light flashed 
from the edge of the dagger she'd once used to cut vines, then it 
streaked downward, describing a deadly arc that cut right 
through-_ 

_The place where Sans had been. She barely had time to feel shocked 
before bones ripped up out of the floor, punching through the soft 
flesh of her chest, her stomach. Pain like molten metal radiated 
through her for several hearbeats, each pulse dying the ivory poles 
impaling her crimson. Then another bone exploded out of the ground, 
right in front of her face, and-_ 

_The world around them ripped and tore, and suddenly, she was facing 
Sans again. D- Did he just kill her?! What the hell?! She felt the 
bag in her hand, but she didn't throw it this time. How had 
he-_ 


"_What ' s wrong, kid?" He asked, his tone grimly amused. Her eyes 
found his. "You look frustrated about something... Guess I'm pretty 
good at my job, huh?" He was amused! She could see it in his 
expression, a kind of sick amusement at her reactions. "So like I 
said," he was saying, "It's a beautiful day. Why don't you relax and 
take a load off?"_ 

_She lunged forward, closing the distance once again. She struck 
again, and once again the bones ripped from the ground. But this 
time, she leaped back, away from them. More bones tore through her, 
this time from behind, punching up through her chest, her arms, her 
stomach and legs. She barely managed a gurgling cry of pain 
bef ore-_ 

_And there she was again, standing in front of the skeleton. The 
comedian. "Hmm, " he said, gazing at her with that damned grin. "That 
expression... That's the expression of someone who's died twice in a 
row. Suffice to say, you look really... Unsatisfied." His eyesockets 
went empty, his words cold. "Alright. How 'bout we make it a 
third? 

_She lunged forward, closing the distance quickly. He dodged her 
strike, then she leaped back, avoiding the first bone-spike. She 
leaped higher this time, soaring over the bones behind her. And as 
she flew, she looked back- And felt bones rip into her front. She 
gasped, feeling her HP drop, but she wasn't dead. Bleeding, but not 
dead. She reached out as she fell, palming the end of one of the 
bones and shoving herself back, her feet towards her direction of 



movement, face-down. Now she could see the bones that had killed her, 
and looking 'overhead' she saw the bones that had struck her front, 
stained crimson. They were arrayed like a wave, low in the middle but 
growing higher. Then her feet found the ground, and the bones were 
dissolving ._ 

"_Suck that. Com-" she started to say, before the sight of a massive 
skull forming in front of her. Three others formed around her, their 
jaws parting. She didn't even have time to exclaim before the skulls 
released massive beams of energy. She felt her soul shredding apart 
under the beams, then-_ 

_She was back again. "Hmm, that expression..." he said, grinning. 
"That's the face of someone who's died thrice in a row." He paused, 
thoughtful. "Hey, what comes after thrice, anyway?" His eyes went 
empty, his voice cold. "Wanna help me find out?"_ 

_And so it went. It took her two more resets before she got past that 
initial volley, during which he taunted her with every fall. "Quice? 
Price? Welp, I only need to use it once." "Five times in a row. 
Convenient, huh? That's once for each finger. But soon..." Then she 
got it, she survived, and with that accomplishment , she realized 
something. This was just his opening salvo, the first shots of what 
was sure to be a horrible fight. That realization, the feeling of his 
gaze upon her... It felt like something cold and slimy was crawling 
up her spine, sending involuntary shivers through her 
body ._ 

"_Alright, Comedian, " she said, her voice chilling with its 
depravity. "I hope that wasn't your best, because you and I are about 
to have a good, long talk-" She could see him blanch, before he 
covered it all up again by closing his eyes and maintaining his grin. 
"And by the time we're done... Oh, we'll have had such a **good** 
t ime- 

"_You're pretty messed up, y ' know that, kid?" He asked, shrugging and 
shaking his head. "But alright, let's play the game." She felt her 
grip on the knife shift, spinning it about on her palm before lunging 
forward. She closed the distance so quickly, her eyes focused on his 
chest even as her mind screamed to stop it, stop it, **stop it**! But 
she didn't stop, the worn dagger in her hand flashing out at him once 
again ._ 

_And once again, he wasn't there, he was elsewhere, in the space of a 
single step. Part of her reeled in confusion, wondering how he did 
it, while the other part curled in on itself, wishing it could cover 
its eyes, its ears. She pivoted, watching as he held up a hand 
wrapped in cerulean flame, a dozen bones forming in the air around 
him before launching themselves at her. She ducked and weaved around 
them, her feet sometimes leaving the ground entirely. It was on that 
last jump that she realized she'd been set up, the final bone 
streaking straight for her chest. She tried to get the knife up, to 
cut the bone apart as easily as she'd cut so many monsters 
apart-_ 

_White-hot agony bloomed in her chest and back, and she barely had 
time to look down at the ebony shaft sticking out of her chest before 
the world ripped and tore around her, everything going black for a 
moment before she appeared before Sans again. _ 



. . That face... it's the expression of someone who's died six 
times in a row. Hey, that's the number of fingers on a mutant hand. 
But soon..." And she was right back at it, leaping to close the 
distance, dodging the stream of bones and skulls. It lasted for so 
long, she could feel it. Where Frisk had spent hundreds of resets 
fighting against what felt like the will of the underground to save 
Asriel, this dream version of her had spent hundreds of resets just 
trying to beat Sans. And though they got a little closer every time, 
they never quite managed to beat him. And as the resets wore on, she 
could feel her dream self's * *Determinat ion* * flagging, the will 
behind it growing weary. Then Sans stood, panting, and spread his 
arms. She didn't hear what he said, didn't hear the meaning; all she 
knew was that she had a chance . Her dream self was so tired of 
fighting and dying. She knew Sans had finally seen her, was offering 
her the chance to stop this without either of them dying. _ 

_She finally broke free, lunging forward to wrap her arms around 
Sana's waist, crying loudly into his arms. She felt his arms go 
around her, and for a second, she thought it was finally over. Then 
pain exploded through her chest, her back, her legs and stomach. The 
last thing she heard was Sana's voice. "Get dunked on ! "_ 

Frisk didn't so much sit upright as she did bolt physically out of 
the bed, her ears ringing with the echoes of her scream. It took 
hardly any time at all for Toriel to come rushing to her room, 
dressed in a nightgown. Behind her, Asgore staggered into view in the 
hall, his crimson trident in hand. Toriel was on her almost 
immediately, and Frisk clung to her, burying her face in Toriel ' s 
shoulder. "My child, what is wrong?" She asked, her tone warm and 
soothing, her hands stroking Frisk's back. When little more than 
terrified sobs left Frisk, the Pwqa mother shifted slightly, and a 
few seconds later she felt more than saw Asgore crouch next to her, 
hugging her with Toriel. 

"Did you have a bad dream. Frisk?" He asked, drawing a slight nod 
from the girl, if nothing else. She heard him sigh, and after a 
moment Toriel scooped her up, carrying her with surprising ease. A 
distant part of her idly wondered when Toriel would be _unable_ to 
lift her, since her and Asgore both were incredibly strong. But that 
was a vague, distant part of her mind. The rest of her conscious mind 
was wailing in distress, very much the terrified child she looked to 
be despite the additional years on her mind. 

"Come along, my child," Toriel whispered in her ear. "Asgore will 
make us some tea, and when you have calmed you can tell us about this 
dream you-" she broke off as Frisk shook her head, putting a 
surprising amount of energy behind the motion. "Do you not wish to 
talk about it?" Toriel ask, earning a nod from the terrified 
youngster. "Very well," she conceded gently, squeezing Frisk in a 
hug. "Then let us drink some tea, have some pie, and recover from 
this. And when you are ready, we can get some sleep. Would you like 
to sleep with me, child?" 

Toriel and Asgore might be living together again, but they'd yet to 
start sleeping in the same room again. Slowly, Frisk nodded, her sobs 
slowing until only sniffles and whimpers remained. She finally raised 
her head from Toriel ' s shoulder as they walked into the kitchen, 
Toriel settling onto a chair while Asgore moved on to the stove, 
gathering the ingredients for the tea and creating a little fireball 
on the stove to heat the water he placed atop it not long after. 



The tea was ready in a few moments, and Frisk sat in Toriel ' s lap as 
she sipped it, unwilling to so much as shift her position for fear 
that Toriel would let her go. She had no desire to face that dream, 
those memories, again. But as she drank the tea, her eyes grew heavy, 
and by the time she'd finished the cup, she'd begun to doze. She 
barely remembered Toriel scooping her up, her voice muttering softly 
and Asgore ' s responding. Then she was in a dark room, being settled 
onto a bed far larger than her own, a warm body nearby. The last of 
her resistance gave in, and Frisk fell asleep curled against Toriel ' s 
side . 

She didn't dream. 

When she woke the next day, it was to an empty bed. Murmuring 
tiredly, the girl sat up and rubbed at her eyes, looking around the 
room blearily. It took her sleepy brain several seconds to recognize 
that she was in Toriel ' s room, and several more seconds to realize 
that the alarm nearby announced it to be nearly noon. When she did, 
though, a jolt of panic ran through her. Today was a school day, she 
thought with a growing sense of panic. When a voice spoke from behind 
her, she screeched in surprise and no small amount of fear, tumbling 
off the bed into a pile on the other side. 

"Jeez, kid, " Sans said from the doorway when she peeked over the 
edge, butterscotch hues wide. "You look like you've seen a ghost. You 
okay ? " 

Frisk nodded slightly, trying to control her breathing. Then she 
nodded more firmly, climbing to her feet. At about 4 '4", she was 
short even amongst her peers, but she managed not to curl in on 
herself as her throat tightened, staring at Sans. 

He watched her for several seconds, his grin fading slowly. "Kid, you 
okay? You really do look freaked out." He took a step forward, 
pausing at the way her eyes widened, then sighed. "Is it that dream 
you had?" He asked. "Izzat why you're so upset?" He saw her reaction, 
shrugging. "Toriel said you'd had a really rough night. She wanted to 
stay with ya, but she had to teach, y'know? So she called and asked 
me to babysit ya. So, was that it? Your dream?" 

Frisk took a breath, then nodded and climbed onto the bed, patting it 
in offer to the skeleton. He slouched his way over, climbing onto it 
and grabbing a pillow before lounging with his head near the foot of 
the bed, facing back towards her. "I-I dreamed," she began before 
cutting off, unsure of how to put it. Then she looked up at him, saw 
the worry in his eyes that he promptly tried to hide. Steeling 
herself, she took another breath before speaking. "I dreamed that I 
was in the hallway with you. The one where you first told me about 
what Love and Exp meant. But... It was all wrong. Everything felt 
cold, even though it didn't look any different. It felt empty- _I 
_felt empty, like I'd done horrible things. And- And I was... I was 
covered in Dust... I had a pouch of it in my hand..." 

She paused for a moment, breathing a long, ragged breath before 
continuing. "And you were there. But... You said I'd killed everyone. 
That I was going to try and kill humans and monsters alike. Then- 
Then we fought, and... And you killed me. You killed me more times 
than I can count, again and again until- Y-you let me surrender. I 
thought- I thought I was finally being given a reprieve. I ran to 



you, I hugged you, and- And you killed me again. That's when I woke 
up, when you killed me that last time. It all- It all felt so _real,_ 
Sans, it was like I was actually doing it, but I couldn't control 
myself and I wasn't choosing anything but to try and show Mercy like 
I normally do and even that got me killed and-" 

She broke off as Sans pulled her against him. For just a moment, she 
panicked, flashing back to the hug Sans had given her before, right 
before he'd killed her in the dream. Then her racing heart calmed, 
slowly, and she wrapped her arms around his torso and buried her head 
in his shoulder, crying silent tears. "It's alright, kid," he said 
softly, rubbing her back slowly. "There ain't a monster alive that 
wants you hurt, kiddo, and it's all because you never hurt us. We're 
all alive, we're all safe. Hell, you even saved Goat-Boy. Y'did good, 
so don't worry about some stupid dream, huh? It wasn't 
real . " 

"Sans," she started, hesitantly. "Do you have skulls that shoot 
lasers?" She knew the answer before he ever spoke; the way he 
stiffened, the surprise in him, it told her all she needed to know. 
"So it was real... At least, kind of... I never did any of that 
stuff, but it wasn't fake... It was real, somehow..." 

Sans had pulled back to look her over, and after a few moments he let 
out a sigh and smiled. "Alright, kid. Maybe this has something to do 
with all your resets. I'll look into it, see what I can dig up, 
alright? For now, don't worry too much about it. Until we can figure 
more out about this, it's just a really, really weird dream, 
alright ? " 

Frisk nodded, taking a deep, shuddering breath. Then she grinned a 
bit at him, reaching out to flick his forehead. "That's for using 
mercy to kill me," she said with a weak laugh. Sans scowled at her, 
folding his arms. "Aww, I'm sorry. I know you have a lot of questions 
to answer. You're so merci-full of them, you're bursting at the 
seams ! " 

He tried to resist, but ultimately he grinned and laughed, patting 
her shoulder. "If you can think up bad jokes after a night like that, 
you're just fine, kid." 

Frisk smiled, wiping the remnants of her tears from her face. "But if 
that dream was that accurate, at least I know what to expect while 
we're training, huh?" she shook her head, then shuffled to the side 
of the bed. "I, uh, I should probably go. If I'm not going to school, 
I should at least go see Undyne about training me." She shivered 
slightly, a vague image of Undyne in unfamiliar armor, her eye patch 
missing, brushing through her mind. It faded too quickly to grasp, 
but it had the same familiarity to it that the dream had had. "Want 
to come along?" She asked suddenly, grinning. "I haven't eaten yet, 
so maybe we can get some Grillby's on the way?" 

Sans laughed and nodded. "Sure, kid, " he said, winking an eye socket 
at her. "Go get dressed, then we'll head on over. Don't worry," he 
started, and Frisk turned to face him, speaking at the same time as 
him . 

"I know a shortcut," they both said, before dissolving into laughter. 
"I get it," Frisk said with a smile, giggling softly even after the 
first wave of laughter had passed. "Don't worry, I won't be long." 



Then she turned and made her way out of the room. 


When she slid down the stairs of Toriel ' s house about ten minutes 
later, she was fully dressed; shorts over rather thick tights, a 
fitted blue-and-violet shirt under the jacket Sans had given her on 
that very last reset, and specially-made boots that Undyne had given 
her. Her hair, which had been a rat's nest when she'd woken up, was 
brushed and glossy-smooth, and her face bore none of the emotions 
that had torn her apart shortly after she'd woken up. Sans stood at 
the base of the stairs, leaning against the wall with a book in hand. 
She recognized the book; she'd seen that book on Quantum Physics 
every time she'd gone into Sans and Papyrus's house. She wondered if 
it still boasted a joke book inside, or if Sans was actually brushing 
up on the science book itself. "Ready?" She asked, smiling warmly at 
him . 

He looked up as she reached the bottom, skipping the last three 
stairs entirely by taking a little hop and landing with surprisingly 
little noise on the floor. "Yeah," he said with a grin, reaching out 
and grabbing her hand. "C'mon, let's hit Grillby's; if we don't 
hurry, we'll miss the lunch-time special, and people might think I'm 
slacking off or somethin'." He pulled her along as he walked up to 
the front door, reaching out to open it. 

It opened directly into the bar and grill that had once served a 
rather small handful of monsters in the Underground, but that had 
since moved to the surface to service a much larger group of both 
monsters and humans. Frisk didn't bother trying to sort out the how 
of things; Sans had been doing this since her very first time in the 
underground. It was mind-bending, but it was normal to her by now. 
Monsters turned towards the pair as they walked in, and with a bark, 
the heavily-armored Greater Dog bounded up, yapping happily. Smiling, 
she looked at Sans, who sighed and lifted her up onto his shoulders. 
There, she reached up to pet the Greater Dog, rubbing between and 
behind his ears, then ruffling the fur of his face and cooing happily 
at it . 

It responded by licking her face, its tail very nearly becoming a 
propeller as it wagged. Then it bounded back to its friends. Lesser 
Dog, Doggo, and the married couple, Dogamy and Dogaressa. As was 
usual, everyone in the room greeted Sans, but as was less common, 
they also greeted Frisk by name, which made her shift shyly on Sans ' s 
shoulders . 

He carried her up to the bar's counter, settling her onto a stool 
before climbing onto the one next to her. Both greeted the owner and 
cook, Grillby, with big grins. "I'll take a burger," Sans said, 
before pausing so Frisk could order. 

"Mmm. . . Can I have a box of fries?" She asked with a smile. Grillby 
nodded and silently made his way to the back. The layout of the new 
Grillby's wasn't too different from the old one, though now it 
boasted not only a larger eating area, but a second floor with 
bedrooms and such that he rented out. The capital city of the 
Monsters was so big, after all, that he was no longer competing with 
the bunnies for customers, so the two could have their own hotels 
without actually cutting into each-other. 

When Grillby returned a few minutes later, it was with a burger and a 
box of fries, which he set in front of each of them. "Don't forget to 



pay your tab. Sans, " he said to the skeleton, turning those glasses 
on him. 

Frisk stepped in quickly as she reached over, plucking the ketchup 
from in front of the Skeleton squeezing a rather large helping of 
ketchup onto the fries. This would not be a clean meal. "I can pay it 
for him," she said, shifting a little in her seat. "Since I have a 
government job, I'm getting paid for it, and to be honest, I don't 
really buy that much." 

"Thank you, " Grillby said, his voice like the crackle and snap of 
burning logs, "But I can't let you do that. It's Sans ' s tab. Sans 
should be the one to pay." 

"Don't worry, Grillbz," the Skeleton in question said with his 
trademark grin, upending the bottle of ketchup and taking a drink. 

"As soon as I get my first paycheck. I'll pay off my tab in 
full . " 

Grillby gave him what Frisk was sure was the equivalent of the stink 
eye, then returned to cleaning glasses. Frisk looked over at Sans 
with a raised eyebrow, then leaned in close. "When will you be 
getting your first paycheck?" She asked, her tone quiet enough that 
Grillby wouldn't overhear. 

"I'll let you know when I get hired," Sans replied, sipping at his 
ketchup before setting it aside and taking a huge bite out of his 
burger. Frisk just stared at him for several moments before shaking 
her head. This was the same person who had helped her to find a way 
to save Asriel? If she hadn't known any better, she'd have said he 
was a lazy good-for-nothing. That he could be counted on when he was 
needed wasn't clear at all by the way he acted. 

Sighing, the girl started picking out bundles of fries and gulping 
them down, only realizing after the first bite just how hungry she 
actually was. Her stomach very nearly cramped up on her, though she'd 
eaten a rather large dinner the night before. She finished her first 
box before Sans, and even had time to order, and devour, a second 
before the Skeleton finished his burger. "You're a terrible 
influence. Sans, " she said with a shake of her head, licking her 
ketchup-coated fingertips clean. 

"I'm the terrible influence?" The skeleton asked, his tone innocent. 
"How am I the terrible influence when you just massacred not one, but 
two boxes of fries? Look! You're even licking the blood off your 
fingers ! " 

"Says the skeleton who drinks that 'blood' like it's water and you're 
dehydrated," Frisk said with a roll of butterscotch hues. Then she 
held up a single finger, her eyes narrowing as she focused on the 
very tip. It took almost a full minute, but by the time Sans finally 
opened his mouth to ask, a tiny flame flickered to life. 

"Woah. Gettin' goat fire magic already?" He asked, watching the flame 
for several moments. 

"Only the basics, " Frisk admitted, frowning as she tried to make the 
flame larger. It grew slightly, and in fits, until it was about the 
size of a large candle's flame. "It's really hard, though, and-" 
before she could finish, the flame winked out. Gasping, Frisk leaned 



heavily against the counter, waving off Sans ' s hand as he reached to 
help support her. "And I can't hold it for long... I've been working 
at it for a few months now; since Mom didn't get a working stove, we 
can only cook using fire magic. I've been wanting to learn how to 
cook a bit, so I've been practicing with her old books when she's not 
around. It's... Really, really hard." 

"Yeah, but... Just a few months?" Sans huffed a laugh. "I was right, 
you humans can be scary if you want to be." he shook his head, 
thoughtful, but when he spoke, it wasn't about the fire magic. "You 
ask her about healing magic?" He asked, watching her as she recovered 
from the strain of creating that one flame. 

"Mmmph... Yeah, I asked." She waved her hand, and a moment later 
Grillby settled a glass of soda in front of her. Picking it up, she 
took a sip. "She's thrilled that I'm interested in it . I mean, 
absolutely ecstatic. Not so happy when she heard I was going to be 
training with Undyne, but she understood, I think. She gave me a few 
basic instructions, things I can do to get ready, but I won't be 
healing anyone for a while now. It's not as hard as Fire magic, but 
as I understand it, it's more draining even once you've mastered 
it . " 

"Makes sense," Sans said with a shrug, chuckling. "I mean, you 
control how hot the fire is, right?" He waited for Frisk's nod before 
continuing. "That means that the fire is only using as much energy as 
you want it to. Meanwhile, to heal, you have to actually provide all 
the energy that would normally be consumed by weeks of healing all at 
once . " 

"That's how Mom explained it, too," Frisk said with a nod. "She said 
I have a lot of potential for someone my age, but I shouldn't expect 
to be really good at healing until I'm sixteen or so. Until then, I 
can help, but any real healing still has to come from her." She 
sighed, gazing at her hand. "It's... I just feel kind of 
helpless . " 

"That's why Paps and Undyne are gonna be trainin' you," he said with 
a grin. "So you're not helpless. You know Undyne; she'll teach you 
how to use all your power. And in your case, I think you already know 
enough not to use too much power at once. She'll teach you how to get 
strong, stay strong, and survive. Me... I'll teach you how to give 
the guys troubling you a really **bad time**." 

Frisk stiffened slightly, glancing up at him at that phrase before 
smiling wryly. "I guess you will," she murmured. "After all, you gave 
the dream me a really, really bad time..." 

Sans paused, then reached over and patted her shoulder. To her 
credit, she didn't flinch away. "Kiddo, I'd never lay a hand on you, 
y ' know that, right? As long as you keep that certain tenderness in 
your heart, you'll never find a more firm ally than me." 

"Thanks, " she said with a smile, her hand rising to pat his hand. 

Then she sighed, hopping off of the stool and turning to face him. "I 
guess we gotta go see Undyne now, huh?" 

Sans chuckled, plucking the bottle of ketchup from the counter as he 
dropped down. As if used to this, Grillby placed another in its 
place, waving to Frisk. Frisk waved back with a small smile. "Yeah, 



we might ought to. C'mon, kid; I know a shortcut." 


It was as easy as stepping around the corner for her to get to 
Undyne's new house on the surface, with a brief interim of blinding 
light and darkness. Much like the one underground, her house was 
shaped like a fish, but apparently, the mermaid had learned a lesson 
from her last home. 

For one thing, the kitchen was no longer an actual part of the house. 
Instead, it had been built separate, and the distance between the two 
buildings was separated by ornate blue tilework that looked very much 
like water. For another, the scales of the fish were no longer wood, 
but thin, carved stone over fireproof tiling. Alphys had become the 
de facto cook for the pair, and while it wasn't the delicious meals 
Frisk enjoyed with Toriel and Asgore, the meals at least didn't end 
in the kitchen being consumed in flame. 

Glancing behind her. Frisk gazed at the road behind them, the tree 
they'd stepped out from behind the only one in the yard. "I can't 
wait to figure out how you do that, " she said, turning her gaze to 
the skeleton at her side. He just laughed, leading her up to the 
front door. 

"Kid, it'll take you a few years to figure out HOW I did it. But 
doin' it isn't that hard. Get some trainin' from Undyne, and you'll 
manage it." He winked at her. "Remember my book?" He asked with a 
teasing grin . 

"I want to forget," she complained, one hand rising to her temples. 

"I got about eighteen deep before I gave up on it." 

"Eighteen? Wow, kid, most people stop around four. Then again, I 
shouldn't be surprised that you'd be the one to go farther than 
anyone else." He chuckled, then raised his hand and rapped on the 
door . 

"Who is it?" Called Alphys ' s voice from somewhere near the back of 
the house. Frisk could almost hear her making her way through the 
building . 

"Latin, " Sans called back, altering his voice with a hand over his 
mouth . 

"Latin... who?" Alphys called, a frown clear in her voice. If she 
realized her mistake, it was too late to correct it. 

"Latin us in would be nice, Alphys," Sans replied, his hand dropping. 
The door lock rattled, the door opened, and the diminutive yellow 
fire drake stalked out, reaching up to swat at Sans with a soft-cover 
book. Judging by the bright colors on it, it was a manga. 

"That was bad and you should feel bad, " Alphys huffed, before her 
eyes found Frisk and she grinned. Stepping forward, she wrapped her 
arms around the human, hugging tight. "Frisk! It's good to see you! 
Papyrus has been here all night trying to-" 

"Is that Frisk?!" Called a voice from the back, rough from a lifetime 
of shouting. Undyne was there in seconds; dressed in her usual black 
tanktop, jeans and boots, she would look normal... Were it not for 
the look of desperation on her face. "Frisk! Tell him I'll train you! 



He hasn't stopped begging since he showed up last night! I had to 
lock him in the closet to get any sleep, and he got out this 
morning ! " 

Right on the mermaid's heels came Papyrus, his white armor shining in 
the light, his scarf catching some of the breeze. "Do you mean it. 
Undyne?!" He asked, grinning. 

"Yes, I mean it! You can go home now. Papyrus, I'll do 
it ! " 


"Nyeh-heh-heh ! " Papyrus exclaimed. Sometimes, Frisk wasn't sure if it 
were his laugh, or just a kind of tic he had. "Another win for the 
great Papyrus ! " 

Sans grinned, walking over to grab Papyrus's hand. "C'mon, buddy. We 
should let them figure things out before you get involved in 
training, too . " 

"I suppose," Papyrus started, pausing as he frowned thoughtfully. 

"Oh, I know! I can make Frisk that spaghetti now! Come along. 

Brother; I, the great Papyrus, have an obligation to fulfill!" The 
taller skeleton very nearly dragged Sans away, rushing towards the 
road. He only had a chance to glance back at Frisk and wink before 
Papyrus had pulled him out of sight, leaving all three in bemused 
silence . 

"Well, that was..." Alphys began, before a massive sigh of relief 
issued forth from Undyne. 

"I love the big lug," she said, leaning against the house, "But 
sometimes it's like, like... You know?" 

Frisk just nodded and smiled, tucking her hands into her jacket 
pockets. "So, he came here last night and just started pestering 
you?" She asked, smiling wryly. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean for that to 
happen . " 

"It's not your fault," Undyne said, waving the apology off and giving 
her trademark grin. "But you know, if I'm gonna train you, you're not 
gonna have it easy. Every morning before school, every afternoon 
after, and every night before bed; you're going to work your butt off 
until I say otherwise. Got it?" 

Frisk stared at her for a second, uncertainty tugging at the very 
corner of her heart. Then * *Determinat ion* * steadied her confidence, 
and she managed a cocky grin in return. "I've got it. So long as you 
know that I'm going to keep working until I can beat you, 
too ! " 

Undyne laughed, reaching over to slap Frisk's shoulder. "That-a girl! 
Alright, let's go! Alphys, get drinks ready; Frisk here's not going 
to rest until she falls over! Frisk, let's see how many laps around 
the house you can manage ! Let ' s go ! " 

Frisk was off in a second, moving at something between a sprint and a 
jog. She knew that this was going to be rough, knew it was going to 
wear her out something awful. But she also knew that by the time she 
had finished Undyne's training, whenever that was, she wasn't going 
to be pushed around by strong humans. _I just hope I survive, _ she 



thought with a wry smile. 

_If it gets to be too much, I can filet a fish._ 

She almost stumbled to a halt as that thought flashed through her 
mind, her smile forgotten. She didn't; she knew Undyne ' d know if she 
slowed, so she kept moving. But that thought.. It didn't feel right. 
It felt slimy and cold and cruel, so unlike how she normally thought, 
how her words normally sounded in her head. The only time she'd ever 
heard a voice quite like it had been... 

Had been in her _dream._ Swallowing, the girl took as deep a breath 
as she could manage. She wasn't going to run from those thoughts, or 
pretend they weren't there. When she saw Sans next, she'd explain 
them. And whatever happened, she resolved on two things. First, she 
would never do what those thoughts seemed to urge, what that dream 
had shown. Not if she had to jump off _another_ cliff to avoid 
it . 

And she _would_ find out why these thoughts, that dream. . . Why all of 
it was surfacing now. She would find out. And she would fix the 
problem . 

A/N: H ' OKAY ! So, to be perfectly frank, I'd intended this chapter to 
be about ten pages, but at the point I'm adding this Author's Note, 
it's only about eight and a tiny bit of change. For that, I apologize 
sincerely; you guys deserve ever word I can put out. Unfortunately, 
this was as many as I could put out for this chapter. I suppose 
there's a bit of a curve for both myself and Whisperfen, him as 
entirely new to Fanf lotion, and myself as someone who's used to 
shorter, more radical chapters. I'm trying to draw things out with 
this story, make things more organic, but it's proving uncomfortably 
difficult. But not to worry! I, the Great Lost Cookie, shall overcome 
this obstacle soon enough, and give you all the chapters you deserve! 
Nyeh-heh-heh ! 

I gotta say, though, I have some issues with how I linked things 
together for this chapter, but on the whole, I'm quite happy with how 
it came out. I hope you all enjoy it too, and of course, any 
criticism is welcomed. I think I know what kind of schedule myself 
and Whisper will be coming up with. Each of us will be taking two 
weeks or so to write our chapters, and if all goes well, the chapters 
will be staggered in such a way that you guys see a new chapter every 
week. At least, that's the ideal I've set for myself; Whisper, of 
course, has his own style and time limits. 

Alright, so this should be going up on the 18th. If so, then my next 
post will be out, at the latest, on the 2nd of May. However, if I 
finish it earlier, I'm not going to wait before posting; I'll throw 
it out immediately, provided it's after Whisper's chapter goes up. 
That's all for now, then, I guess~ Take care everyone, and as always. 
Stay Determined! 

-Cookie 


End 
f lie . 



